AN INTRODUCTION FROM DAMASCUS
BAGHDAD, IF YOU ASK YOUR HUKNDS ABOUT IT, HAS ONK
remarkable peculiarity. It is impossible to live chore for
less than a pound a clay, I was told so by all the well
informed. And as a pound a day is altogether unthink-
able as far as my travels are concerned, I looked despon-
dently at the map and thought the matter over.
There it was, a little conglomeration of red squares
with the blue line of the Tigris running through- it: and
the index classed it among the Towns of Pint Importance*
Surely, I thought, even in a town of Hrst Importance,
everybody cannot have a pound a day for housekeeping.
I made up my mind to disregard the people who know
and to ask my Bahai friend in Damascus ns I went through,
This Bahai is one of the kindest men in the world,
He is known as Ashraf the Indian, and lived for many
years in Baghdad before he settled in Damascus a* a tanner,
I made his acquaintance rather unexpectedly* for I fouml
him one day when I returned to my room from a walk,
sitting by my dressing-table together with a very pretty
English girl whom I had met the night before at tlitmer*